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Jake hadn't been up early enough to see the sun rise in ages, not intentionally, anyway. It was higher in the sky 
now, its soft, golden light piercing through the ruffled plumes of slick green leaves, everything around him 
seeming to dance a little with the warm breeze of the summer morning. It felt nice, the air smooth against his 
skin, the warmth just intense enough to cause a sweat to break out over his forehead and upper lip, his limbs 
loose as he followed the narrow dirt trail. It was too narrow for two people to be side by side, so Danny was 
leading, dressed in a smattering of bright red and deep purple, his hair tied back in a ponytail. It was actually a 
little amusing, Jake pondered, how Danny sort of was like a horse in this scenario, only Jake wasn't riding him. 


That'd only happened- 
No, he wasn't going to think about that Not the time or place. 
"Oh shit," Danny remarked, his voice carrying back to Jake as he turned around. "Ready for the uphill climb?" 


Jake looked ahead at the hill they were about to go up. It looked steep, and he could already see roots tangled 
everywhere in the ground, poking out of the ground like bony, broken fingers. "Um." He peeked over at the 


other side-same thing. Steep and full of roots, a prime zone to trip and fall. Just what neither of them needed. 
"Well. | suppose we have to, right?" 


Danny smiled; Jake felt his spine straighten unconsciously, like just that flash of teeth and the sparkle in 
Danny's warm eyes was enough to make him feel more ready than his body may have been. It's not like he 
was out of shape, it's just that he was out of sync with hiking. There hadn't been a lot of time for that for a 
while and while he'd missed the old hippie days of frolicking in the woods with no fucks given, other things had 


always seemed to take precedence. An early morning in the woods with Danny was a rarity. 


Actually, had that ever happened before? Just the two of them? Jake tried to reflect as Danny led the way, 
his longer legs giving him the advantage of scaling more ground than Jake could in the few seconds they 
started to ascend. Danny's height also meant he had to hunker down a bit as he climbed, bending at the knees, 
his hips angled, thighs and calves flexing. Jake's eyes moved to Danny's ass in those red shorts-how could 

he not look? Besides, If Danny turned around and caught him looking, he'd only blush, laugh and carry on as if it 
was old news. Because it was. And Jake didn't mind feeding his drummer some extra attention every once in a 


while. 


He didn't feel the thick root beneath his foot until it was too late and his ankle was twisting and his legs were 
giving out beneath himself, his body betrayed by his mind and eye wandering. The grunt that left his lips 
echoed in his ears as he crashed to the dirt, landing with a dull thud against the cool ground. He felt twisted 
and sore instantly, his arms crushed beneath himself and one leg tucked up, knee bent, the awkward and 


embarrassing pain skewing his sense of time, making it feel like forever until Danny was right next to him. 


"Jesus, Jake," he huffed out, worry painted across his face as Jake rolled over and looked at him, blinking. It 
suited him, Jake thought hazily, to look so concerned. Danny always wanted to help. His hands hovered over 


Jake, his dark brows creased, long lashes casting downward as he scanned over him. "Can you get up?" 


"Yeah," Jake said but, when he sat up and tried to stand, his right ankle felt like it was being crushed in a vice. 
He winced and sat back down, defeat and shame heavy in his gut. What an idiot. "Maybe not right now." 


"Oh," Danny said. He kneeled down next to him, still towering over him even just with his upper body, Jake 
realizing they were still on the base of the hill. He saw Danny's eyes grow wide as he studied him harder. "Ohl 
Jake, you're actually really hurt" He lifted Jake's arm and held his wrist out in front of him, and then Jake 


saw the bloody scrapes in his palm. 
Jake still laughed. "I wasn't faking it. That shit hurt." 


"I kinda wish I'd seen it happen," Danny said, smiling a little, though his eyes looked careful in their softness. "| 


bet you were majestic while you fell." 


Jake snorted. "So graceful." He tried to stand again and, again, a ripe, red-hot pain shot up his ankle into his 
calf. The bone felt too loose in its socket, like his ankle would just snap if he even managed to get on his feet. 
"This is stupid" Before he could even blink, Danny was on his feet, hunkering down and lifting Jake in his arms 


so easily he might have weighed next to nothing. Jake looked around, dazed, wondering if he was dreaming. 
Danny's arms felt incredibly strong, all hard, hot muscle, and the pace he was treading back down with was 
beyond impressive. 


"We're going back," Danny declared. "I'd rather have you walking tomorrow than finish that hike." 


"How'd you lift me that easily?" Jake asked, still full of wonder at his hero. He looked down at the ground 


whizzing past and then at Danny, whose jaw was tight and lips slightly pursed, as if he was concentrating hard. 
"You don't weigh that much, Jake," Danny said, and Jake believed it, because Danny's breath didn't waver for a 
second as he spoke, and his pace only increased, urgency palpable in his long strides. "Besides, you're literally in 


my arms right now. You can feel that I'm no string bean 


Jake laughed; the throbbing pain in his ankle and wrists subsided. "No, definitely not. Jesus Christ," he 


murmured, wrapping one slightly bloody hand around Danny's upper arm. "Do you ever relax?" 

"I thought this would be a good way to relax. It's not my fault you're a klutz" 

"You really know how to kick a man when he's down, Danny." 

Danny smiled a little. "Sorry. | haven't seen you knocked on your ass in a minute. It's almost a little nostalgic." 


"You know," Jake said, hooking his arms around Danny's neck. "You could have just had me hop on your back. Or 


did you just want to whisk me away like a knight in shining armor?" 


"Maybe." Danny smirked as he met Jake's eyes-he'd gotten so much bolder with time. Jake loved that. Danny 


deserved to be bold. "Maybe | wanted you to see how strong | am’ 

"You said | don't weigh that much. It must not be very difficult for you" 

"| dont think other damsels in distress tease so much, Jake.” 

"Do | look like a damsel in distress, Danny?" 

"No. You look like a guy who's gonna get some ice and Neosporin pretty soon, though: 

Joke figured as much. He had no doubt Danny would gently get him in the passenger seat, take him back home 
and play nurse for a while and Joke would, admittedly only to himself, eat it up. "You'd actually make a really 


good doctor, you know," he mused. "You'd be the hot doctor everyone wants to see.” 


Danny laughed, snorted a little, and jostled Jake in his arms. "I don't know about that." 


"Alright, fine. Don't believe me." Jake sighed and freed Danny of one of his arms, letting it rest across his 
chest. The aches had ebbed a bit, but he was more than willing to milk it a little longer. And the sooner he 
could get back properly on his feet, the sooner they could have a redo of this morning. "I'm not a total klutz, 
though. | only tripped because | was checking you out” 


That got Danny blushing, a watercolor wash of deep pink over the bridge of his nose and over his cheekbones. 


"Really?" 
"Yes. So it was almost worth it." 
"Next time, I'll let you walk in front.” 


"Hell no." The words came out more indignantly than Jake intended, but he was going to stand by them 


nonetheless. "I love seeing you from behind." 
Danny raised his eyebrows. "Oh yeah?" 


They were pretty close to the trailhead now-Jake recognized a certain fallen log, its dark, rich body covered in 
big patches of furry, acid-green moss, that he'd worried about tripping over earlier. Danny, however, glided 


over it effortlessly, his cradle around Jake never faltering. "Yeah. Have you seen your calves, man? And your 


traps. It's pretty crazy." 
"So you tripped and fell because you were staring at my traps?" 


The pain in Jake's ankle felt like it had almost entirely disappeared. He thought he actually might be able to get 
back on his feet, but he was starting to really enjoy being carried off by Danny. It was certainly interesting to 
observe-he had barely broken a sweat, his face still a perfect painting of composure and calm as he headed 


onward, like getting Jake all patched up had become his only mission in life. 


"Not just that," Jake admitted, tossing his hair back from his face. "You're wearing bright red shorts. What 


else did you want me to look at?" 


Danny paused, head tilting as his brow scrunched up a little, then he laughed, tossing his head back. "You were 
checking out my ass?" 


Jake chuckled "You wore those for me, didn't you?" 

"Yup, just for you," Danny said, still laughing quietly, the sound of it like soft bells in Jake's ears. Danny's steps 
came to a halt and suddenly Jake found himself bathed in the heat of the sun, the shield of tree shade left 
behind them in the forest. He was unhooking his arm from Danny's shoulders when his savior moved quicker 


than him, bending down to the passenger door and swinging it open. 


"Want me to buckle you in?" Danny asked, looking at Jake in complete seriousness. 


Jake blushed, not just from the heat. "I can take it from here, doctor. Thanks." 
Danny shrugged and let his arms relax, letting Jake gently slide down and back to his feet. "Suit yourself” 


"Thanks, seriously, Danny," Jake said as he steadied himself, testing half his weight on the bad ankle. It rolled 
slightly, jarringly so, but the pain wasn't nearly as visceral. Certainly not anything that would take him out for 
more than a couple days, especially if Danny had any further say in the matter-and he certainly did. Jake sat 
in the passenger seat and tucked his knees in, turning his attention back to him, who was still watching as if 
Jake would break his leg just by getting in the car. "I owe you." 


Danny tucked a stray strand of hair behind his ear, the silver feather in his lobe catching the light for a 
second, and Jake watched that same tiny beam of light dart into his irises. "| don't expect you to carry me." He 
crouched down, meeting Jake head-on, and tilted his chin up. "I still might want you in front next time. You 


know how much | like watching you from behind." 


Jake wasn't sure if he coughed or laughed, but some shocked, breathy sound flew out from his chest. "I-" He 
couldn't finish whatever poorly constructed comeback his brain was attempting, because Danny quickly closed 
the space between them and kissed him, letting his lips linger until Jake relaxed back in the seat and gently 
clasped Danny's forearm with his scraped up hand. 


"Now buckle up," Danny said as he started to pull back, though he was already strapping Jake in anyway, deftly 
pulling the seatbelt across his chest. "When we get back, you're not gonna be leaving the couch for a while." He 
winked, Jake held back a groan. That was definitely a treatment plan he could get behind. 


"Whatever the doctor orders," Jake replied, warmth rolling around in his belly. He might not be able to ride 
Danny again, but that clearly wasn't going to stop them from revisiting some history. Jake figured he might 


have to play damsel in distress more often. 


